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1.
Underground

In the love of ancestors

| was getting up with my knees

When you see that you are weak in hunger and sleep
The hands were shaking

Dirty or dirty next to your barracks

My eyes would glaze over- in front of you

Your loving tears that fell from the eyelids.

The forehead was wet,

My mind was soaking wet all the time
What did I have ?

Feelings that satisfy your heart !

There was only one- the one with you
Torn barkae with dhujadhuja !

| used to hold that,

| begged for progress !

When you carried me in an emotional posture,
All my shortcomings were filled with life.
With all your feelings

Almost working nerves

In the weeping of the skin of Batsalya
Filled- the lips dependent on your sorrow.

People of the heart would sometimes ask,
Even the pious used to say,

About your condition and my future !

But you are in a trash can

You were crying like in the yam of Asouch
But | wiped your eyes,



| was laughing with future dreams.

Tell you what, when | grow old,

Abandoned by your wives

Struggling in many streams of life

Your eyebrows are as white as the mountains.

Just dawned

I, like the gentle harmony of light,
Flying in the cold bugger of Mansarovar
Your life is like the experience of birds.

Out of love | called you mom

You used to say Sanu with love.

But also share with us

There was nothing but tears.

We were shedding tears,

We were also wiping away tears.

We used to share with our own hands:
Sour tears to each other !

There were no more tears between us !

As a relative, | was human- my country,
That powerless motherland !



JasTE&d HIATHT

7 Ifoed # e

[T ek ¥ g FEATTH! 3@t
BTde® FITHIEH grd

LN LN = ~ N

HAT T HAT [THT Thies B3
WATHTE GHH [THT AT ATEHA |

framr fafeee=ar
fafsea avae |9 9iA
wET q F F P 77

[T9T A RIS A8 |

A fer— o afvuesr o
GRS FUHT SATIATRT T |
| Fars TATSY,
gRTfaeRT AT FT=ET T |

e ATEF HGTHT HATS ST,
T ART ATFAEEHT IO AT |
fagT ART AraATEEET

TSN FTHEBT AATEE

AT TR BIAR! FATZHI

Af=T- faer q@ept wfad av |

ZITHT AITTEE Blectehial Ared,
gAAEES T Jdre@d d= 19,
faeT sreream ¥ 1 wlaee |
q afq fq¥T s =T
ERE~T A= ATHAT Tl T
R uf {9 e 9er 1,
gifaew Afaede qIaeEaT |

A % a3 fadmars a7 q g,
afveah faur afqgares 33
ST Akl TATEAT BRI



ferTereTeaT I faur wAaETars |

qEY IHTAT HRATE F¥ehl
TeHTITRT BT T |,
ATTERIERE] [=ET aHAT ISl
TRTEEHT ATAAAES (TG e |

AT | faders A/t a=,
ferdT— ATaTer AT AT |
ATYATE® I bl [IU |
BTHI affey shIRRzEa,

wrer ufe qfgRee |
TFAFTATS [ SATHAT AT |

FTHY @ o T R e gefau |

ATATHT § 9 fqU- #RT 9TeRT,
Il QTeher HIGHHA |



2

The fun of fhe festival

When the sun is drying up all over the hill
Even the fog was awkward.

Leaving the storm towards the black stone.
Black people used to grind ghee

He stabbed her all over her body
Celebrating Makar Sankranti !

In the bitter taste of the knife

Lost- the ghee of the poor.

Ghee was dripping step by step

Passengers kept exchanging- unhappy mind !

Gheechaku clapped his hands

Two ekan two, two duna four

In mathematical drafts.

Matches were found, answers were not found
Ghee was available, knife was not available.
Ghee's job is to rub, they used to rub-

With the monotonous tunes of Halla Khalla.

The people of Rainabasti were also present at the festival.

With Amila Nigars climbing the hill.
At speeds that sound like a jingle bell
Jhallar Odairahanthe staggered faces
In Babusaheb's Mastana Rawaf.

Sprouted in a liquid like a knife

There was a commotion between the spectacles,

Applause kept ringing on the way- ghee knife!
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The applause was bitter.

The applause was salty too.

The applause was bitter.

The sweets were disappearing in my mind:
Applause was heard with a ghee knife.

At the annual Ghee Knife Festival

People were bathing in the cold water

The water kept flowing, the nature kept falling.
Towards the barren desert plains.

The shells were also drying up

Drains were also clogged around the settlement

It used to fall from the mountain every year.

At the speed of an earthquake, the knives of the knife,
The plan also came, | knew- maybe suits.

Laskar people kept clapping- slipping
Ghee was flowing, ups and downs with the poor!

But even living in the village, my masina latpatini

In the seasonal condition of edible ghee and knives every year
He was being harassed- how many people.

He was listening to the song, laughing:

Som Sharma's slap.

Best wishes for Maghe Sankranti.
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Workout

Overflowing bhaktans

Between the liver and the heart
Whenever there was doubt

In the midst of market rumors
Surfing young poverty lines

He kept asking the height of the sky !

It would be ugly to say ugly !
It was too late to say depth !!

You were far away, in the story of the mice
| was close, in the pain of cats

The bell was ringing, of each of the guards
On the white walls around the horizon

People used to come,

They used to discuss misfortunes

He used to ask questions like a heavy rave
And, tears were falling all over Bagar
With the trends of Patingar

On the basis of every agreement.

You don't give any calculations
| keep talking about account sheets

With many values of chains

There was no notoriety, there was no good name for you!
Anonymous was your fatwa Mati !!
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Climb up and down with strangers
Sweat all over the place

Picked lids would disappear

In the embarrassing pains of the eyes

They were coming down to the oyster market
Map of my country and my age

| was meeting on the beach

A floating sick ship

| loved the soil a little bit

How much you loved youth

Lost affections on command

| was looking for the equator of my destiny
Na bazaar the yahan, bajir the,

The slaves had a market

With the efforts of change minds

| was looking for a job in his leela.

Those who saw me used to shower grants
The foxes were screaming, beside my ears !

| am on the journeys of my life

| was constantly climbing the hill
Until the last watch of life
Carrying a modern cover.

The mountain was laughing, the mountain was burning,
Hiking for our work !
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4,
Hope for change

The wind was blowing with the storm
Stumbling on my eardrums
With bitter or sour frosts !

In the light of dawn,

| was blooming with the colors of life
Laboratory of measles society in Laika Vaka !
Beautifully decorated and white

With the fragrance of Harrat's mehfil !

Cold or cold in the wind

| was dancing while stretching my clothes
For their merry pleasure

Sukomal consciousnesses were ashamed

On the neck of the bridegroom walking around !
| used to make garlands to decorate someone
| used to make flowers to worship the gods
Suitable for site and participation

Everyone says clean and tidy,

Conditions continued to deteriorate

With every chilly morning chill

Ashamed in front of the heavenly armor !

When | was young, | was excited

When | was young, there were bansalus

They used to come to meet in the light of Junkiri
Smiling in the shadows of the dark night

| used to call young age with my eyes !
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The winters were very cold in front of me
The ghosts used to wear a lot in front of me

| used to call the society in a hurry
Witnesses say 'this is a virgin'

| was stunned and hopeful again

| would change it every morning to be clean !

In the conflict of decorators and decorators
My pure fragrance was running !

| was born one night, | fell another night
One day whirlpools swarmed in front of me
Like a spacecraft

| am from their helpless shadow

| was screaming in terror with my ancestors
Listening to statements lost in heaven.

Repeatedly falling

| was holding on to ideals

With all the companions of the air
In the wings of continuous life.

Coyle was just like me,

The difference is, | was white.
He is like black or black embers
Falling weak breeds

Decorated with hope.

Growing and falling

To be born and to die
In the style of virginity !
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5.
Perfume in Leela

Even the leaves of the garden's uttis
It used to be like tea while sleeping
With the loving scents of perfume,
Sticking to the illusions of Sagol.

There were peacocks all over Leela's house:
The stones are cracking.

The joy of the mirror shone in the spring
The scent of perfume

Krishnalila's exalted minds.

Germs growing in the weather

He used to sell his legs in a new way

Smile lightly on footsteps !

Disappointing perfumes of eye gestures

They would not close the box with Krishna's leela
The moment of gift that is fading like you

The colors of frozen water like snow !

His mind was fluttering like fog

In the perfume of the site by deceiving the seasons too
Leela! Leela!! Leela !!! Leela again

The swan of the world in the midst of dancing !

The steps were moving in the vibration of confusion

In the tree of steps under the influence of Shalin Shakti

Leaving and pulling clothes

The effects of perfume would sink with the mind towards the drain!

When | reached the road, | was shocked
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The stench of perfume turned red with me

Autumn also lost sometimes
In beauty pageants.

The redness of the lilac
Lilas climbed in red
He would not dance all over the road now

Between the whispers of the parliamentary debate !

But the fun of life was revolving around you !
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6.
Postmodern Epic

Janapurnima days

Laila Majnus were dancing

With postmodern epic

Sweet songs of various styles

In the illusory brain consciousness
My leadership was weak

In the dimensions of each character !

Some of them were Brahmins- close characters
Like Bratalu training in fasting

Humor in the story of the postmodern era
With the epic lost in the melody of vitality !

Folk epics were shorted out

Named the Nakavi Modern Society,

Mantras used to resound in the school

Modern outs with postmodern story

He was still in love, forgetting himself

Among the young children of the dream garden

The old Chanchari, Asare and Dhan dances
Cutting into the trap of postmodernism- scene,
By orphaning my cultural stories.

Suffering from many aspects of the lecture
Scholars' heads and flowing hair

Godan was whispering to his sons

| was silent with the jingles of the lecture
They were screaming at Mike's big arrogance !
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Episodes of Epic were fragmented- in the mind
The splendor of Arshpurush and the voice of Matai,
With the issue of orthodox writers.

And forgetting yourself

Exclusive friends remembering others

He was in the shadow of the underworld

When they stood in the midst of the snake's fangs
He used to cry because of water in his childhood.

The events of each epic were frozen

In the water like the snow of the mountains,
They could not flow, they could not freeze
Postmodern placards !

Manchner of postmodern society
The protagonist of the epic was weak- on the road.
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7.
A pair of scientists

The same thing happened in my yard
Occasional worms

Are of different shapes and dispositions.
| am watching them.

About their way of life !

They are scattering in the stage of life development
With tender and soft body touches

A pair of scientists using tweezers

Engaged in surgery- in the laboratory !

Those who are scattering in experimental practice,
Scientists looking for clues

Hearts are near the blood cells of the heart

Asking questions about the meaning of life development
And they were laughing at the base camp.

They are scattering like the current train
Her navels were in an empty emptiness-
Drenched in puddles of blood !

Railroads and landmines

They are the same, they become the same-
Like a pair of scientific statements

Trips scattering on the ground

| used to live in a chiropractor like Gadyaula
In the dim light of a small courtyard !

27



Looking for answers and finding evidence
They have been missing since ancient times
A pair of scientific facts

Development is defined as corruption-
Honeymoon Scientific White Papers !

Gadyaula is shaking in development

So far Sanam scientists

Frying in the train exit

Uta's renowned scientists

It seemed the same- different in thinking.
It seemed the same- different in truth.

The minds of people like me who are confused
Half asleep in scientific tests !

Scattering like a train
Gadyaula would jump
As a freight container
Across my lab table !

Scientific discoveries were shocking to me
Magical Leela!
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8.
| swear

While many questions are being raised
They were coming around the Himalayas
Carrying a bag like a beggar in front of me
Man of eternal hunger heart !

Whispering bankrupt thoughts
Eyes and minds searching for answers
Were flying- holding the waves of the wind !

From the heart to the depths of emotions
Memory identities looking for answers
Aglaagla was with the peaks of the mountains
From time to time with honesty !

All human beings had ideal consciousness
Here and there with garbage !

In the weary steps of the fearless journey,
They were measuring up or down

Many stories to the hearth of poetry !

Those who came to lose were losing themselves

Those who came to the rescue were living by themselves
Among the flowers of bravery at every step

Puppies were in memory- towards the mountains.

The olive groves were in the skull of the city:

With blood like the vermilion of splendor and courage.

Even so, owning one is still beyond the reach of the average person.
In the sad hearts that have risen in memory !
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Climbing the mountain of problems

My knees in the waves of memory

Nowadays, it used to flow with tender consciousness
With a smile on Puppy's decoration, on his shoulder
With the eternal rage of horror !

To my north was the experience of Cisno

Next to me was Vanamara Suhai

To my south was the nonsense robe

| was looking for answers in everyone's answers:
Religion of the high and low mountains of memory !

With burning old wounds

Climbed the mountain of memories !
Every step of life

Your objectives

All the winners

Haridinthe Kadamkadamka Sochle !
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Q.
Zebra-cross

We were in the corner of the jail

They are in the window of religious myth

They are waiting at the transit point,

The Buddhas do not find a way to the entry path
Missing entry permits at the door !

With the story of the past and the future
The desires of the present torn apart

The form of thirst that has been subdued
The tricks of selfishness move around
Feelings of selflessness are transmitted
Looking for an entry path in the mindset:
Intoxicated incarnations of my peace !

During the heyday, the monks would meditate

At the time of the conclusion, the Brahmans were in charity,
Avatar changes were blocking me

With those who are confused on the no entry path !

But still Krishna's leelas were hanging

Standing in the consciousness of inertia and swinging,
Those who were born were dying on the streets

The dead were still trying to be born

Snake tongues salivating at the entry path

With the seasons all the time

The same dazzling attitudes

The roads were jammed towards the crowds
Among the colorful scarves of vermilion !
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The same thing has happened today:
Searching for every entryway in life,
He realized inconsistency here and there !
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10.
Parasitic tendency

Krishna's birth anniversary in Mathura

Welcome to Brindavan

The race for leadership is in the midst of unfortunate rain
Hands clasped in front of the curtain

The parasites of the parasitic model in Yam

It was raining all over the road !

Umbrellas were opening the consciousness of harmony
Relationships were spilling the desires of luxury

The rain kept falling along with the clouds

Between the tuppi and the planks growing on the palate.

Minds like the frost of winter
Hot drops of cold would fall
Her eyes flickered to the ground
Umbrellas and human tales.

Not to be seen as the consciousness of the mind
Uncomprehensible like a body piercer

With the red-eyed dress

Between the white garments like a soft heart
My tendencies were to acquire wisdom:

From peaks to private memories of the plains.

Today's world does not have good teachers
The idea of a drought was debated,
Among the notions of peace to uphold tradition.

Being a parasite does not mean sticking to others
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Survival tendencies would run away
Standing in the eternal fascination of shame !

Let the rains pour down
Roofs like water flowing under umbrellas
Even the eternal filth of the washed heart.

| used to stick my life somewhere
Like a little coat hanging on a fort

Pardharma sang the song of Virangana !

Unwavering memories weaved the story
With the flute tunes of words of thanks !
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11.
Nicotine of change

Like weeds growing in the desert

The uniqueness of the weeds growing on the seams
And between the more specific differences
Scientists were researching:

Around the lab room !

Mutually reacted chemicals

Mutually Acting Chemicals

The difference between the two is that they are:
Nicotine supply to Manas Chetan !

Reactive chemicals in politics
Activated chemicals in sociology
Symbolically towards reaction

Pain was flying in front of my shoulder
Scattered desolate role transcendence !

Lollipops sold in the shell of change
Nicotine was screaming in pain
Khusamatka Shalin Hast Malaima,
Of people walking down the street

| was selling my skills in the selection
Lives in the volume of the moment !

With toxic nicotine

In the tunes of nerve changes

The people of the capital used to eat it
Along with Akbar's jokila costume
They are salvaging my heart
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The tragic Pasteurs were liberating virgins

To the boy who flew on my shoulder !
Nicotine-free frozen transformation

Nicotine frozen frozen in transformation

Like the water of desire and the drain of change.

Tears of nicotine stick

When the eyebrows are falling

We were helpless, the weather was kind
Amidst the toxic waiting for change !
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12.
Ground sun

It is very difficult to get power,
The time of weeds on the ground
But the weeds were still in power.
Sticking to the sweat of the sun !

Like the reflection of eternal light

For the sake of the dawn of the horizon
The sun-dreamed paths were jammed

With the highest mountains on the ground
Ratamya was made like a stone gift,

And when the seas of the seas would rise
Even the reluctant brides of the evening
There would be blood around the Red Sea !

In the wedding pavilion, the bridegroom's court marriage,
The smoke of sovereignty was running on the leaves of the clock !

The power of people lost on the ground
The sun was shining on the ground
With the soft lymph lights of the lymph,
On the flight of the dark night Junkiri !

People like the destinationless sun

The confusing suns of the sky like the earth !
People say sunburn is caused by:

Every morning at the price of a gossip shop !

Smoky weather was defined as:
Mothers, brothers and fathers and selfishness
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He would get drunk and fall on the road from time to time
Between Gafadis' tea and Chautara !

Here's a sneak peek of the smokers

The challenges of smoke addicts

He remained mad like the dust of the earth
Singing dissonant songs around my eyes !

| am a man on the ground where the sun is shining

He is a Boi man watching the sun

In the deceptive flow of distant weather

We were flying, searching for ourselves

In the throes of despair,

Today's people are flying, flying

Like a drunken drunkard with the bastards of the path !

We were on the ground- pieces of lice falling from the sky
With Abir's passions rushing in liquidity !

In the guise of a frozen nature

The ground was covered with sun.

| was hiding, | was writing- your love story

The bright lights of the constellations
They were constantly away- coming into the eyes.
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13.
Dummy mind

Ba! ABa!l Dear Ba!!!

You shouldn't talk to me

Baka Chauri's face

And the eyes that fell to the ground

With frowning forehead

With indigestible body of dried bako

| used to shout in remembrance

My hair is everywhere and every moment
| could not hear the voice in my ears
Mamata's melodious voice said, "Hail!"

| got up in the morning and took a bath on the day of Aunsi
| brought sweets to say that Ba is coming

And the rest of the stories of friends

Ishtamitra's extravagance and decency

Sampanna Baka Shahs and Poorakhs

| heard him everywhere | went !

But nowhere to be seen, not found.

Wonder my father, where is he ?

Neither before nor after the New Moon Day nor Facebook,

When | didn't find him, | would go to the morgue and look for him.
Surprised, my eternal affections for Bapi

| cried, screamed, sighed and became depressed.

Disappointment was the basis of my life:
Hope is the basis of need !

No matter how much you call your father
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Would not come near, would not speak,

Sons, daughters, grandsons, granddaughters all

They also searched my hair on Facebook

But all lost, old age home, heaven

Deceptive, happy and miserable arms

All found on Facebook walls,

Why my father was not found, could not be understood.

Achel Balai in Advertising Modeling

| was very persuasive through dummies

Tears streaming down my cheeks are hidden inside me
Baka's insatiable beats with dramatic scenes

They were eager to find a surrogate !

Memories of hypocrisy were all over the screen:
Without finding anyone's key !

Mothers would be shocked to find a good father !
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14.
Speedup Psychotic

During slow blood circulation

Blocking arterial pressure

Waves of prosperity

They were giving exams in the laboratory
With the saline waters of Anson

Visitors were running, running

In the thirst of desire like Kakakul !

The words "Speedup!"

He was lying on the floor of the mortuary
With stubborn piles of frozen ice
Decomposed by chemical reactions !

Here the strong lines were at speed

The same sirens were sounding

In the failed ears of every man

There were speedups for every prosperity
In the time of absent-mindedness !

Shame on you

They used to become lovers with white clothes
In the veil of speed-up eyes

The rearguards were queuing up

By speeding up for your groom.

Blood pressure, shame pressure, line pressure
And close to the pressure of breathing
The movement was selling lies
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Prosperous people were asking for movement
Waving in the rhythm of crazy songs
At the speed of arrogance of the road

| am breathing in ICU

He was stroking his beautiful beard
With a bubble of oxygen speedup
The bubbles were rising and bursting
At the speed of building a new Nepal

Compressor machines in electrical shorts
Disappeared wandering in his room.

Their speed is just as psychotic !
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15.
LLahdi consciousness

Wavy wave

Between tsunami rumors

Storms coming from the side
Urliethe with the tune of Gandharva
Bhuvaka flying above

In the atmosphere of Charka Basai.

Those who flew in the wave
Consciousness was sold in the city
Buyers are like kerosene

They were burning in the flames of fire
In the initiative of Thotra Jama.

Hot flashes of cold hearts

The trend was heated by the intoxication of consciousness
Ask a friend a question !

No need to answer, have a good trip.

You wait and see the flying birds

You look back at the clouds in the sky

They were not in the mood for a destination.
At regular and casual speeds

Consciousness was being carried far and wide!

Lahad was flying in the imagination of bravery
Consciousness was wandering in the misery of equality
With transparent shadows around the glass

There was a palace of cards in Kumari's gambling house
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Some were playing, some were flipping
Gandharva dice of consciousness !

They were still awake today
In the terror of parents !
Come closer to a calm heart again !
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16.
Hung flame

About nature, love and life

Debating river bugs

Arguing- jealous.

Exchanged in the heart of beautiful flowers
With the effects of warm fire.

Slowed down every day

Beside the soft flames

Life was simmering,

The monuments of love were falling down
And the eternal essence of nature

With Jotine in the gamble of sympathy !

Looking for the essence

Stories are poems

So what is the account of love ?

Among those who are doing

Incidents were the product of nature
Someone was touching the heartbeat of love

Those who fall in love with life

And with a life of love

Those who live in the life of nature

And with the nature of life

The hung man was still burning in the flames
Lapka a beautiful experience you will never get !

The bright waves of the sun scorching the soil
In the dark shadows of the sniffing soil
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Babies of the heart were searching for love even in the stench !

| would not meet

Villages of their own accord
Don't go up and down

The accompanying confusion

Growing up in public offering

Unconscious similar sounds
Thirst was flying- the images.
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17.
Deurali dhukirahanda

Lives of closed breath

With burns like fire

You are with me- the paths touch my heart

With the rest of Saledo's tears

Deurali flows everywhere

The announcements of the people who are hiding !

Fables of Hosi Behosi Farman

Rangeela is with the sky

With the news that disappointments are coming
Don't be discouraged

With the birds flying with open eyes !

Waiting for the old cut stones

Steps descending and descending

With the dhakars rising up the hill

The backs are tired and they are pushing me
Deurali are the same today !

“Twelve sons, thirteen grandsons in Deurali's Mazheri
Hurricane with a wave of fog over the shoulder
Siretto is sniffing the heat- my breath

People live in the nature of coming and going.”

The roofs have been crumbling since time immemorial
The rains overflowed and flowed around.
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18.
Goalkeeper friend

Blue or blue water of the pond

His blue or blue face

The bright face of his passion

And his red face was moving-

The feet of the age returning to the horizon.

The running legs were swimming:

With the waves in the frog's move

In the story of the poet's flight of imagination
Dirty bodies were washed frequently

There were no tears to wash away the dirty eyes
With Kakakul's thirsty thirst!

Goalkeeper Screaming
within the boundaries of the nearby goalposts !

The clouds of the sky covered it
Black faces with the weather !

Poetry was flying in the sky in panic

With the waves of the meditative spectator's emotions
There was silent applause.

Beside the red faces of goalkeeper friends.

Grinning teeth at the height of a soft smile

His hands on the blue water of the pond

Vaka's voice in the poem seemed to be the same
With the differences in the seasons !
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Listeners and listeners and play and play
They were sprouting with the green leaves of the paddy field
They were wandering around in the light of Kirtha's beetle !

We were friends:
Those who are cultivating poetry

Goalposts are hidden in turns !

We were the same and then we were the same-
Panicked by barley cultivation.
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19.
Mountain fashion

The feet of the earth are fluttering towards the sky
Middle class people

They were begging in disguise.

The waves of Alakhananda's face

With Shiva dancing in the fashion soma

Along the city's main thoroughfares

Begging- among the beauty of Parvati.

When the songs rained down on Saun Bhel

Batuwa's ears were ringing

Like the air dream of torrential rain

Even the rising sun seemed shameless

Towards monasteries and temples of cultural influence !

Fashion Soca in many auditoriums

There were sadhudhari sadhus, Shiva and Parvati

In the sandalwood and Vigut of the diseased forehead
Intoxicated and some panicked

There was a lot of dancing in the street.

My heart was crying with the base kachingals.

Scenes came and went with a wave of influence
People were walking, God was walking in a circle
By becoming a lover in the burning of Sheshnag.
Embraced laughter of a tidal wave

By turning into a rite with honeymoon nights !

Mountain winds blowing in amazement
Of course, the frustrations of the running emotions
In the morning they used to say ballbum,
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in the evening they used to say fashion.
The sound of chanting at Akbar's gathering.

The flowing stones were standing still in the river
The water was gushing like a torrent

The children were talking ballbum in makeup
Shake your hips during the fashion season

Bail bonds in the lab.

Some risks reduction options
Lost on the road in a changed format.

I'm the same, he's the same, all the same,
Fashion Soka Audience Head !
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20.
Leukemia

Large degree holders

They were arguing in the street

Burning Retired Life Tires-

Leaving the challenges of pride on the road.
There are seven or eight goats-

Challenges were heard on televisions.

Husbands were frightened by the white-collar terror

Children born in the incarnation of a pig's cage

The incarnations were like the Messiahs of Jesus

The incarnations were not like Krishna's Yaduvansh

With the tears of the disguised mother of enchanting affection !

| used to associate with gentle mothers in life,

At this time, the country and the world are running
on the cultivation of illusion

| also met evil mothers, 'Worship him!'

Near the bright futures that are bursting with pain.

In my blood flowing in the worship of Satmata
Labor taxes boiled down to his every word,
Silently, the ideal was falling in Tukuchama !
The footsteps seemed hasty all over the world

Above the tiered precedents

There were debates

Retired Bajir's mansions

They were climbing shamelessly, shamelessly
Covered with shame and wrapped in a veil !
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With the dignity of selfishness
Husbands with ideals

Shameless self-promotion

for Ballistic Products and a great bargain
on a neat little knife for you

Waking up the devils of Ghat !

The storms of impulse were blowing around
In the midst of prostitution.

Being a mother is like being a husband
Many wives walking around wearing garlands

| was flipping the sheet of terror, flipping
Breathing fast.

Leukemia: (Cancer of the body's blood-forming tissues.)
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21.
Gorakhdhanda Auditorium

When the brain is flying

The 'technological plates' of the mind
The twins were riding

With the beds of the cold bed

In the scene of the arrival bell ringing.

There were people around-

With Chisa Cement in the auditorium

They were crawling on the cannons of pain
The smoke from the infinite fire

The 'smoke' was flying in the spy of the heart
Beautiful, calm and prosperous Nepal.

The temple bells were ringing

The peaks of the stupa were disappearing
Near the people in the courtyard of the heart
With the story of Ulfat Ulfat-

The eyes of the world.

| was exchanging rings and earrings

In the wedding pavilion of death hunger strike
There were those who cried and those who laughed
In the thought of tears that could not be shed,

Gorakhdhanda lunatics in the auditorium
The tongs were fluttering- in the ghostly ashes.

Tweezers and tunes of Gorakhnath
They fluttered their wings, made a croaking noise and dropped dead
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In the sound wave of a technotic plate.

Bitter experiences at every step

On the order of every row

The dramas around the auditorium were rising
In the mornings of beggars begging

My people Aiya ! Aiya !! | would-

In the crowds of Gorakhdhanda auditorium !

Consciousness every morning

The nails of deceit and hypocrisy were hung
Tundrung was hanging plastic

Latpatira in the past of Gorakhnath.

Everyone's tears were coming on the screen
Flowers beside the whirlpool.
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22.
Still wave

Jumping on the road

Eternal eyes

With a life of green stealing
Carrying the winds of the black heart
People were watching the universe
With Tufani sister's expectations

The vibrant colors of life were green-

Hand in hand like a green thief in the market.
Life was moving in a hurry- with Paila

Even the leaves stick to the green particles !

The stars of the fashion show were coming
When reversed with the illusions of aliens
The road was uninhabited- on the other side,
The green scenery is colored by the weather.

The standing mountains would melt
Reducing heartburn degrees

The wishes of Begum Sargam of Dobhan
In the lure of Begum's fried green color !

The waves were smooth- to the tune of the serpent
Between the tricks of the still air

Leaning on the very high scenes of Swadharma
Pigeons flew in search of peace

With feet of still waves

Mobiles were in a hurry- all over the place
Information was leaked- as usual
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Rituals of the world carried by rituals
Preet was wandering around the world called,
Somewhere in the skulls, somewhere on the sidewalks

The lives of green thieves

Like the rainy season

Sticking with the rainstorms

They used to come with me, they used to go with him
Every moment piercing the leaves of the young heart.

The hearts of the thrones were hurting:
The colors of the still life of the still wave,

With memories of Mughal Mumtaz.

The Taj Mahal was stable - around the eyes,
Silent waves in the sweet voice of love !
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23.
Snowmobile

The shaking of the mountains

He was talking to Ganga in Mayalpos

The cold winds of pollution are blowing

Climbers who were walking were slipping

With blurred views of Black Rivon

And ‘I’ and ‘U’ are violent events

They were waiting at the top of the luxurious building.

The hikers were from the mountains- in sight
The climbers were also at work- in the city
Ascending and descending, they descended there.

The poet of the snowy section is like Bhakha !
Like the poetic eyes of Hilamya Chowk !!

The singers were singing the voices of the victims
In the melting snow to the tune of the fiddle,

The world was moving far and wide

Towards Mars in the celestial heaven of snow.

Those who added hope were wandering in Ashan
Dice players were watching the stakes
Misguided young minds were flying:

Looking at the flight of emotions !

In the bratalu cages of the current eye
The birds were roaring to the destined destiny !

| felt like flying- in the steam of cold snow
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Vapors would fall and become rain in front
The lush roots were lush:
In the song of the season by exposing oneself.

The saints were blowing smoke- Nasaka.
They were talking about the justice of the high court.

Passengers were carrying handkerchiefs and begging.

The rides of heaven were eternal, even on the hillsides !
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24.
In the path of the lame

Silent nights

And the days passed quickly

Seasons of rejoicing were falling

In desires like Suhag Raga

Alone and completely alone with Perms
On the rise, in Van's past stories.

Next to the creators climbing the mansion
Slow winds were blowing in the snow

Lights colored by the hope of self-immolation
The hymns were flying in the singing songs:
Malum's self-sacrifice is in full swing.

The mountains of the country were flooded with rain
The gorges of the province were submerged by the water
Hesitantly, the birds would reach the nest

Jhutin with the lanterns of the mansion.

The birds with their wings fell,
Falling into the nests of the poor,
Singing colorful songs of joy.

Yata Ram, Uta Ram

And references to pauses

They were carrying my oaths too
With the restless nights moving.

Poets like singing poetry
They were going crazy- in Suhag like me.
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Those who carried me were missing:
In front of the talents of the selfish market !

There were luminaries- famous personalities
Gathering- | have the bride's talk.

Today was Bhanu Jayanti,
In the chataro of akavis
They were flying- to the tune of whirlpools

His soul was in the air.

The sea was calm with me even in the rainy season !
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25.
At the foot of the ice

Oops ! O Prakriti, Prakrit Dhara,
In your sublime fickleness

The clouds were flying

Towards my feet right now

In the deepest depths of the sky !

They were asking for directions- heavenly paths
With shadows fading into obscurity

Drama of the steps of the sun

Asmila's heart was pounding

Showing the silences of Rajaish

In the skill of oil and bronze.

Your instincts were aroused

With the message deep inside my lips
To the point of departure of Ashapuri
They were flying balloons of emotion
Towards the fukifuki heights.

The birds were nesting

They were losing in the dark of night
Joining and standing was like you
Deep blue waves of the sky

Like the kings of the story in Lamala.

The nature that stands in the dissonant story

Kings were conquering in history
'Nowadays heroes are in a comfortable scene'
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The boiled sweat was dripping hot
From the side of the mind and brain
With market rumors !

The steps on the ice are very hard
And it was not cold- in the fridge.
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